BARBARIAN STORIES

told him that he hadn't told to the rest of the Town?
Suddenly he began to jump up and down with rage
at the unfairness of it. When the barley ripened it
would be Ash-in-the-Air who would have more than
enough! He would be able to feed full all the winter,
and let other people work for him and keep him
warm and let him have their women, and all because
of the corn in his baskets, corn to give away to people
that pleased him!

Again and again Three-Red jumped up and down,
stamping with both feet. 'Dirty, dirty Ash-in-the-
Air!' he said, 'I hate you! I hate you! Thorns into
your nails! Dung into your mouth! Rats eat you up!'
Tears of hate shook out of his eyes; his hands ached,
they were so tight clenched.

There was no field beyond Ash-in-the-Air's, just
the sheep-land, with ragged tufts of white winter
grass still clinging along the edges of tracks or round
big stones. The rest, new green and daisies, sweeping
down to the very lowest dip of the bottom where there
were stones and clumps of stinking iris, and sea-sage,
and wind-torn bushes of elder, and blackthorn in
thin flower. Beyond that there was nothing: a drop
into space over the edge of the chalk cliff, the shifting
floor of the sea. Where the land rose at each side of
the cupped bottom, the cliffs rose too; they were
three times as high and dreadfully straight. In one
very terrible place there was a headland of cliff, the
prow of some undreamt-of boat sticking straight out,
even rising towards the end to a still more fantastic
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